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Dedication 

A nod to Cinderella; we all appreciate your work ethic, but 

girl, look what happened when you let loose a little. 
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Monday 
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Greta propped her stool upright, and sat herself on it.  

Juna waved from her stall to the right, where the pretty 

young woman sold brightly colored cloth that drew crowds 

eager to purchase such beautiful wares. George scowled at 

her from the left; he sold nothing so fancy, but his plain 

chairs and stools were sturdy. 

Yes, Greta was happy with her sliver of a spot where she 

sat on her stool (made by George of course), and a little sign 

that needlessly advertised her knack. 

 

 

Needless, because anyone within a day’s ride knew of 

Greta, but useful in case of those visiting the port of 

Senchion.  

“Rates depending on…what?” 

Greta looked up from her knitting and eyed the sailor. He 

had a month’s worth of whiskers and a lifetime’s worth of 

sun, but he smiled and waited politely for the matchmaker 

to reply. 

“Depending on how much I like you.” She resumed her 

knitting; there was no need to be polite when people wanted 

what you were selling that bad. 

The sailor laughed out loud, a good hearty laugh that 

meant he was either good-natured, or had a lifetime of 

experience and had decided it was good. 

Greta considered; he was probably the latter. 

He rubbed his beard, sprinkled with age and plenty of 

sea salt. “Well, Madam Matchmaker, I’d like to buy your 

services, if I may.” 
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Greta threw him a dry smile. “And do you have a lass in 

mind?” 

The sailor looked confused. “Am I supposed to?” 

She sighed. “Most people think they know better than 

they do.” 

The grizzled sailor shook his head. “I wouldn’t be one of 

those. And even if I was, I’m not sure I’m young enough for 

a ‘lass’.” 

Greta gave a little chuckle. She set down her knitting in 

her lap and eyed her customer. “Have you a name, sailor?” 

He gave her a grin with white teeth and sparkling eyes. 

Blue, she thought, or at least they were once, but they’d 

faded. Still, they worked well with his salt-and-pepper hair. 

His muscled body spoke of years of hard labor, but the 

perpetual grin told her he’d enjoyed it. 

“I’m Saul, captain of the Lorelai.” His face fell. “Or I was. 

She hit a bad storm this time around and we barely limped 

into port. Took it as a sign I needed to, erm, retire.” 

“You needed a disaster to retire from sea life?”  

Saul nodded. “Aye. It’s in my blood. And my knack is 

always knowing where I’m supposed to go.” 

“Handy.” 

He grinned – did the man never stop smiling? “Aye, but 

sometimes a bit troublesome too. I once had a load of spices 

I was meant to bring here. Didn’t matter how much I tried, 

though, I kept steering the ship north.” 

Greta knew it for a tale, but couldn’t help it. “That’s 

dangerous!” 

“Yes, Madam Matchmaker, it is.” His smile dimmed a bit. 

“Had ourselves a bit of an adventure, but ended up selling 

our wares for double. Apparently they don’t get much by 

way of trade up that-a-way.” 
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They shared a little laugh; the north countries weren’t 

exactly a summer vacation. He might be telling the truth then, 

she thought. 

“Well, Captain. Tell me what brings you to my stool.” 

The captain, who was years beyond such behavior, 

blushed a bright red. “Well…in all the years I’ve been 

sailing, I never found me a…erm…lass. Except now, my 

knack won’t let up on me – no matter I’ve tried to repair my 

ship, it seems fate is against me. I’m to stay put in Senchion, 

and if I had a guess, I’d say it was to find me a companion.” 

He rubbed his beard. “And if I’m being honest, I’m looking 

forward to it.” 

Greta considered; it was admittedly harder to find a 

match than it was to determine whether one would work. 

Most didn’t even bother these days with her formal 

matchmaking. “I’ll see what I can do, Captain. Perhaps 

you’d tell me a bit what you’re looking for?” 

He beamed, and Greta, who hadn’t rolled her eyes in 

twenty years, rolled them anyhow.  

Standing firmly on both feet, as if he expected the ground 

to get tossed about, Saul considered. “Someone I can talk to, 

I suppose. I’m not particular on looks, but I’d rather 

someone closer in age. Don’t know what I’d do with a young 

thing.” 

Greta nodded. “I’ll see what I can find. Meet me here on, 

oh Thursday should do it, I think.” 

Saul gave her another grin. “Thursday sounds good, 

Madam Matchmaker.” 

He turned to walk away, and Greta, for some odd reason 

called after him. “It’s Greta!” 

Saul looked back over his shoulder. “Greta. It suits you.” 
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Then he was gone, the crowd sweeping him up and 

carrying him with the tide.  

“Look at you, teasing the customers.” 

Greta looked sharply at Juna. “I would never do any such 

thing.” 

Juna only laughed. “He’s a looker, you’ve no need to be 

ashamed. And looking for a match?” She elbowed Greta, a 

familiarity that few dared show the prickly older woman. 

Greta frowned. “I don’t make matches with myself, and 

well you know that.” 

Juna shrugged and turned back to her wares. “He was 

looking twice too, you know.” 

“He was?” Greta bit her tongue. “Nevermind that, you’ve 

got ridiculous romantic notions in your head, Juna.” 

Juna laughed. “And yet somehow I’ve never asked for 

your services.” 

Greta shook her head and resumed her position on her 

stool. A young woman came and whispered her interest in a 

young man that had no idea she even existed. Greta did her 

best to commiserate, then not-so-gently pointed her in the 

direction of the stall across the way. Surely one of the eight 

sons of Butcher Tom would do for her. 

She tried not to think about Thursday, which was 

unaccountably three full days away. 

“Greta, stand a moment?” George stammered out his 

request. “Out of stools.” 

Greta eyed the customer, an arrogant so-and-so who had 

the money, but enjoyed lording it over everyone anyway. 

She plopped down, and stepped to the side. The lord made a 

convincing affectation at debating the sale, then purchased 

four of them for his cottage near the river.  

“Should ‘ve charged double.” George grumbled. 
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Greta nodded. “And he’d have bought six, because the 

price must guarantee they’re better.” 

George only shrugged. “They are.” 

Juna came over and handed Greta a sandwich. “You 

know, I could paint your sign for you, George.” She 

gestured. “Here, the paint is fading, and here, I could put 

your prices.” 

“Don’t need it.” George mumbled, which made Juna roll 

her eyes – something she did often and well. 

“Of course you do. Even the best of us need to let people 

know the prices of our wares.” 

George only glared at her. “Don’t want prissy paints on 

my sign.” 

Juna held up her hands. “Alright, sorry. I was just 

offering.” She turned to leave, then as if she couldn’t help it, 

she turned back with a flip of her golden hair and added, “I 

wouldn’t even charge.” 

His face grew dark, and he mumbled something 

incoherent before bolting to the other side of his booth. 

Greta laughed. “Juna, you shouldn’t tease him so.” 

The woman only laughed back. “I can’t help it, I think. 

He gets so rattled.” 

“Rattled…” And suddenly, Greta knew exactly what she 

would do in the next three days. 

The afternoon had a handful of customers; a couple came 

by, in love and nearly spouting sonnets, and it was with no 

little satisfaction that she informed them that they would not 

work.  

Greta eyed George. Her project would be difficult, but 

not impossible. 

Another couple came by, unsure about the future, and 

this time Greta was able to assure them of its possibility. 
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The sun began to dip low, and her stomach growled. She 

jumped down from the stool, tucked her sign under one 

arm, and held the stool by the leg with the other. With a 

wave from Juna and a grunt from George, another day had 

passed. 
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TUESDAY 
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Early Tuesday morning, Greta set up her stool, placed her 

basket of knitting next to it and her sign to the side. Instead 

of sitting, however, she made her way to Juna’s stall. A 

brightly painted sign hung from the raft displaying 

exorbitant prices for the fabric that customers were only too 

willing to pay. Greta smiled at the curly letters and sparkly 

prices; George was right, they were a little prissy. 

“Juna, I need some fabric, and then I need you to find 

someone to sew me a dress in two days.” 

Juna spun around, clapping her hands. “Greta! Oh, yay! I 

have been waiting to hear those words from you. Oh, you 

won’t regret it, not for one moment. Here, take a seat.”  

Greta was ushered to a stool to sit on – a stool that was 

exactly like her own. She looked at a pretty blue, dark with 

silver threads woven through. “What about that one?” 

“No, no, NO, Greta.” Juna’s head appeared from the side 

of a massive stack of fabrics, which were dangerously 

toppling. 

“Juna! Let me help.” Greta helped balance the stack, and 

together they placed it on a little table that served the 

purpose of ‘fabric finder’. 

Greta fingered the fabric. “Wait, Juna, no, these are 

all…yellow.” 

Juna beamed. “ I know!” She held up one, a butter yellow 

with little red flowers. 

Greta shoved it aside. “It’s beautiful, but I’m not a young 

girl, anymore. I’m old and ugly and dark colors will hide 

my, erm, aging figure.” 

Juna only beamed brighter. “Greta, I know what I’m 

doing, you are just going to have to trust me.” 

Greta huffed. 



12 
 

Juna put her hands on her hips and gave her an 

unconvincing glare. “Greta, this will never work if you 

don’t’ listen to me.” 

Greta gave a longsuffering sigh. “You’d think a young 

lass like you’d know better than to order around someone 

my age.” But she added a nod. “Do it, then.” 

Juna squealed. 

“Alright, this butter yellow is a no, too bright for your 

skin. Hmm, how about this.” She held up a tan, which she 

declared made Greta sallow. Then a brown that made her 

look old, which Greta reminded her was exactly what she 

was. 

“Now Greta, you’re not much older than my mother. 

And she’s only forty five, but don’t tell her I told you that - 

she thinks she doesn’t look it - oh, this is it!” She held up an 

ochre, scrunching it up around Greta’s face. “You look 

perfect. It matches your skin tone, makes your eyes more of 

a golden, and even your hair looks more vibrant. Almost 

more of a golden brown. Even hides those gray bits pretty 

well.”  

“You’re sure?” 

Juna nodded. “Yes, this is the one. I’ll send it off to 

Jessica, she’ll have it back for you by tomorrow.” 

“Doesn’t she need to measure me?” 

Juna laughed. “She’ll be over to look at you. She’ll need 

about thirty seconds. And then you will look fabulous!” 

Greta handed over money with a little sigh; it was a lot, 

but knowing Juna it would be well worth the cost. 

Glancing over, she noticed George standing in his booth, 

arms crossed over his chest and a sour expression. 
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“How that man sells his wares is beyond me.” She 

muttered, making her way over to his side. “George, stop 

glaring at your customers.” 

“Don’t do that.” He mumbled. 

Greta only shook her head and resumed her seat on her 

stool. 

After three blushing couples, an arranged marriage, and a 

lovelorn poet had come by, Greta ate her lunch with Juna. 

“That young man looked well and truly smitten.” 

Greta shrugged. “Perhaps.” 

Juna looked at her in disbelief. “Only perhaps?” 

“Juna, I’ve been doing this thirty years, and people still 

marry whomever they want, regardless of whether they’ve 

paid for my service.” 

Juna looked wistful. “Nothing brings out hope quite like 

love, I’d guess.” 

“I suppose not.” Greta took a swallow of her milk. “You 

know, once I had a young man come. He was in love with a 

young woman, Helen. They were a good match, and he’d 

have made her happy. But they didn’t marry.” 

“What happened?” 

Greta smiled. “She married another. He was a better 

match.” 

“Did you know of him? When the first man asked?” 

“No, but, I knew enough. I knew that while it would be a 

good match, it wasn’t the best for either of them.” 

Juna chewed her sandwich thoughtfully. 

“You know, he married another a year later, and they 

have four red headed children now. I’m sure he’d agree with 

me.” 

Juna nodded. 
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Greta crumpled up her napkin. “Juna, I was wondering, 

you always look lovely, of course, but – “ 

Juna dropped her contemplative look, instead wearing a 

look of longsuffering frustration. “You wonder why I don’t 

wear that beautiful butter yellow with the red flowers? Or 

that decadent purple with the gold trim?” 

Greta shrugged. “Yes. You would look beautiful in 

either.” She eyed Juna’s light blonde hair and vividly green 

eyes. 

Juna pressed her lips together. “I’ve been beautiful my 

whole life, Greta. I remember when I was eleven, someone 

asked my father if it was my knack.” She sighed. “I decided 

then and there I wouldn’t marry until a man could see me 

for more than my outward appearance.” Her mouth twisted. 

“It appears there’s no such man.” 

Greta protested. “I’ve met several.” 

“Not with me, you haven’t.”  

“Oh, Juna, you must remember that men are stupid.” 

Her eyes opened wide, and then Juna burst into laughter. 

“Greta, you really shouldn’t say that.” 

The older woman chuckled. “What I mean is that men 

don’t see things the same way women do. You’ve got an 

appealing outside to draw them in, and then the best ones 

take note of your insides.” 

Juna laughed again. “Like Doctor Jay who can tell where 

in your body is your malady.” 

“Something like that. 

Juna’s laugh died, and she gave a little sigh. “Women like 

me better when I don’t look as pretty.” 

Greta frowned. “Any woman who is too jealous to be 

your friend doesn’t deserve your friendship.” 
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Juna’s beautiful face split into a grin. “Thank you, Greta, 

what a lovely thing to say. Oh! And look, here’s Jessica.” 

Jessica turned out to be a thirteen year old girl whose 

knack was the ability to size up a person (literally) and sew 

them clothing that looked incredible on them. Her booth 

was even more popular than Juna’s, and twice as expensive. 

The young woman looked Greta up and down, had her 

turn around once, then declared, “I’ll see you this afternoon, 

Miss Greta.” With a childish grin, she danced off. 

“Well.” Greta exchanged a look with Juna. “That will be a 

remarkable feat if she finishes so quickly.” 

Juna waved her away. “Give her an hour. She employs an 

army, and it’s worth it; the girl is truly gifted.” 

Greta parted from Juna, then sat again on her stool. She 

waved at George, who grunted, then as if taken by sudden 

inspiration, she hopped on down and headed over to his 

booth. 

He eyed her warily, crossing his arms over his barrel 

chest. “What do for you, Greta?” 

Not for the first time did she wonder about his odd 

sentences. 

“George, I was wondering, well, why you’ve never, 

hmm, availed yourself of my services.” Before he could 

respond, she continued, quicker. “Just seems a good man 

like yourself with a good business, well, surely he’d enjoy a 

family?” 

George blushed a bright red, turning his formidable stare 

to her. “No.” 

Greta only smiled. “You would be much happier with a 

wife about. Someone who could paint your signs, fix you 

something more than jerky for lunch,” she pointed to his bag 
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filled with greasy jerky and shivered, “And someone to, 

well, make you smile.” 

George gave a growl. “Not your business, Greta.” 

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have pried. I suppose it’s just habit 

now, trying to match people up.” 

She turned slowly, hoping he might stop her, but he 

didn’t and she had only regret for opening her mouth.  

At least he could probably blame it on her being old, she 

thought – it was amazing what people allowed when you 

were getting on in years. It was a little setback, but one she 

could fix easy enough. 

A happily matched couple and an hour later, Greta 

looked over at Juna, who was waving vigorously. 

“Oh Greta!” Juna was giddy. “Jessica’s here!” 

“Oh…yes, that’s great.” She was already regretting her 

momentary lapse in judgment. “Perhaps this wasn’t such a 

good idea.” 

“Oh, Greta, never say that, it will be perfect!” Juna 

exchanged a conspiratol look with Jessica. 

Greta only shook her head. “It’s childish to think of 

dressing myself up again. And it’s not as if he’ll notice…that 

is, if anyone will notice. At my age.” Greta was blushing, 

and she hated blushing. 

Juna laughed. “Oh Greta, he’ll notice.” 

The matchmaker bit back her words. She took the 

package from Jessica with a little scowl. “Thank you. I 

suppose you need to do a fitting.” 

Jessica grinned. “Nope. But you can try it on if you’d 

like.” 

“Then…” She fingered the brown paper. “Then why did 

you deliver it yourself?” 
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Jessica sat on Greta’s stool. “I like to see people’s faces 

when they first realize that all they’ve heard about my knack 

is completely true.” She looked down. “Besides, this is a 

lovely stool.” 

Juna pointed at George, who was scowling behind his 

counter. “George makes them. I’ll introduce you. He’s got 

chairs too, and don’t worry, he’s a lot nicer than he seems.” 

George shoved his hands in his pockets. “There’s plenty.” 

“Then why do you have that one?” Jessica pointed to a 

blackened chair hanging from the ceiling of his stall. She 

turned her incredulous eyes to George, who only shrugged. 

“Made it for merchant. House fire, everything burned. 

Except chair. They last.” 

Juna blew out a breath. “George, that’s the strangest 

advertisement I’ve ever seen. But to survive a house fire. 

That’s some knack you’ve got.” She peered closer at the 

chair. 

Greta looked between the threesome.  

Juna gestured with her head. “There’s room in the back, 

go try it on, Greta, while George makes a sale.” 

Greta made her way through the piles of fabric to the 

dressing room as she faintly heard Jessica comment, “I like 

your stools best though. Do you ever paint them? Something 

nice, like a bright red?”  

Greta giggled. Poor George. She hurried and put on the 

dress, determined to be kind about it, even if she never wore 

it again. 

They were all waiting, Juna sitting on Greta’s stool 

laughing, while George frowned at Jessica and insisted his 

stools were perfectly fine the way they were. They all turned 

as she emerged. 

She gave a shy curtsy. 
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“Oh you look lovely, Greta.” Juna stepped forward. “I 

was right, that ochre is just right for you. And Jess, the 

burgundy ribbon was the perfect contrast.” 

Even George gave an approving nod. 

Greta looked down. It was beautiful; she hadn’t owned 

anything like it in years.  

“Well?” Juna eyed her, a little twinkle in her eye, and 

Greta caved. 

“Yes, yes, Jessica you are a treasure.” 

Jessica laughed. 

“Frankly, I never thought to see my waist again.” She 

absently swayed a little. 

Jessica assumed a knowing air. “You’ve a nice figure Miss 

Greta. You just needed the right clothes.” 

Greta pursed her lips at the audacious child. “Thank you, 

Jessica, I admit I haven’t felt this pretty in...a long time.” She 

smiled. “I won’t even flinch when you send your bill.” 

Jessica laughed and waved goodbye. “Good. And I hope 

you’ll be a repeat customer.” 

She bit her lip; she felt young. And beautiful. With a 

blush to match her ribbons, she sat on her stool. She was not 

changing back into her drab grey dress. Not now that she 

had tried this on! 

“Madam Matchmaker!” 

She smiled up at the ridiculous moniker and the man 

who brought it, and then stared in shock. 

Captain Saul had shaved. 

“What?” He looked down at his clothes and then back up 

at her. “I thought I needed a new suit. Does it look wrong?” 

Greta shook her head. 

Saul gave her an odd look, and then his eyes lit up. “My 

beard! Heavens, I wouldn’t know me without it either. I 
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always have at least a bit of stubble to keep me company. 

Thought it might turn the ladies off, though.” 

Greta shook her head again, only this time she’d found 

her voice. “I’m sure they’ll like you just fine, Captain.” 

He grinned, of course. 

Greta adjusted her legs, hoping the movement would 

catch his attention. 

“Why, Greta, that dress, it’s marvelous.” 

She grinned. How could she help it? “It is, isn’t it? I can’t 

take credit, though. There’s a woman here who’s pure magic 

with her sewing needle.” 

“Stand up, then, I need the full effect.” 

Greta only barely restrained a giggle. Her! At her age! She 

stood and twirled for him. 

Saul gave a bow. “Beautiful. Your husband is very 

lucky.” 

Greta’s smile immediately dropped, and remembering 

her age, she resumed her seat on the stool. Her voice was 

clipped. “It’s Tuesday, Captain. What brings you here again 

so soon?” 

He got that odd look on his face again, as if he was trying 

to figure something out. He reached up to scratch his beard, 

but finding nothing there, he dropped his hand. “I meant to 

ask you to lunch, Madam Matchmaker.” 

“Why on earth would you share a meal with me?” 

“Well, it’s not as if I have many friends hereabouts. It’s 

nice to have a friendly face across the table, isn’t it?” 

Greta understood all too well the frustration of eating 

alone, although if she was being honest, friendly wasn’t the 

first word people used to describe her. 

“Alright.” 
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She glanced over at Juna, whom she’d just shared lunch 

with. Juna gave her a knowing smile, but Greta only shook 

her head. 

They walked together down the street toward the food 

stalls. He was a head taller than her, she noticed. A nice 

height for a man, she thought. Frowning, she tried to think 

of something else. 

“What do you say to some kabobs?” Saul flashed her a 

smile then steered her toward Lars and his over-sized 

kabobs. His secret was pineapple juice, which he spread all 

over, giving everything a tender and sweet flavor. It smelled 

delicious. 

Greta nodded. 

The captain bought four kabobs, two that he wrapped up 

in a paper bag. 

“I’ve a couple young ones that are stranded with me. ‘Til 

I can get them a berth home…” He shrugged.  

Greta sat on a bench, near the end, and Saul, who had 

plenty of space, sat right next to her, as if to leave room for a 

third. 

She didn’t know if she should be pleased or annoyed. 

Perhaps a little of both. 

“Here, boy, run an errand?” A little boy with a dirty cap 

slowed to a stop. 

“Yessir?” 

Saul gave him a coin. “Take this to the docks, you’ll see 

two a bit older than you. Ask them if they’ve had any luck 

and give them their lunch. Come back and tell me, and 

there’s another for you.” 

The boy grinned. “Yessir!” And ran off with the food. 
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Greta munched slowly on her kabob; it was tasty, but 

having already eaten, it was hard to express interest. She 

watched Saul eat his in a half dozen bites. 

He looked over, embarrassed. “I beg your pardon. More 

often than not, I’ve skipped meals, and it’s hard pressed we 

are to find anything but fish aboard.” 

Greta couldn’t help it, she smiled. “I think I understand.” 

He looked relieved. 

“You’ve got bad manners because you’ve spent years 

aboard a ship alone with only other scroungey men.” 

Saul looked at her shocked, then burst out into another 

big belly laugh.  

“Now, Madam Matchmaker, I think you know too much 

about me. It’s your turn.” 

“Oh, is that right?” 

What followed was a back and forth volley of questions. 

He found out about where she grew up, and what it was like 

having no siblings. She learned he ran away from home 

when he was ten and never returned. He learned that she 

wanted to be a teacher when she was younger. She learned 

he never regretted going to sea, but wished he’d gone back 

to see his family before they were gone. 

“What is it like, matchmaking day in and day out?” 

She gave a little sigh, her fingers tracing patterns on her 

skirt. “Boring.” 

“What? I should have thought – well.” He waited, and 

Greta felt for the first time as if she could explain. 

“I…I suppose I’m weary of telling people what could or 

couldn’t happen and if they should…I wish they would just 

find out for themselves.” 

His forehead cleared. “You mean make their own 

mistakes.” 
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“Yes.” She gave a clipped laugh. “Many do, of course, but 

it’s exhausting watching them get it wrong. And then when 

they do get it right, it seems….” 

She looked over at him, but he was staring intently, 

waiting for her to finish. 

She shrugged. “Cheapened. It seems cheapened because 

they didn’t work for it, they just…knew.” 

He nodded and looked away. “Do you think you could 

step away from it? After doing this for so many years?” 

She nodded. “Yes. But, I have nothing to step away for. 

No husband or children or any other life that calls.” 

“Oh, I had just assumed – “ 

“No.” 

He was quiet, and she realized he felt embarrassed. 

Laying her hand on his arm, she said, “There are days 

where it’s very rewarding.” 

“Are there?” His eyes met hers, probing for more. 

“Yes.” She removed her hand and continued, smiling to 

reassure him. “Today, for example, I planted the seeds for 

Juna and George.” 

“Juna and…George.” He considered, his wrinkles folding 

in and out. “Yes, I think I can see how that would work.” 

Greta nodded. “Yes. And very well.” 

“Well then, how can I help?” He smiled, his eagerness 

making her laugh. 

When had she last felt so young? He leaned closer, and 

she swallowed. 

“I think I can find a use for you.” 

Their look grew intense, and Greta wondered if he –  

“Sir! I’m back!” The errand boy was back, beaming and 

overflowing with information. “David and Sean are fine, sir, 

but no luck yet.” 
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Saul sat back before nodding and handing the boy a coin. 

“Thanks, lad.” 

“I think it’s my turn to offer help. What is it these boys 

need?” 

Saul smiled brightly. “Thank you!” 

Greta heart skipped, and she didn’t roll her eyes. 

“They’re too young to have made much. The others have 

found new ships or are off to new adventures, but they’re 

too young to have any inner compass just yet.” 

Greta nodded, not really understanding. 

“They need work, to earn money, while they wait for a 

ship home.” 

“I see.” 

“Do you?” Saul seemed worried, a strange look for him. 

“They’re proud young men. I tried to give them money, a 

loan, even to pay for a room, but they won’t have it. 

Stubborn lads, and I’ve got to see them home safe. I’m told 

one’s due the end of the week, but it’s one of the trade ships 

that might not make it for another month or two even if 

we’re lucky.” 

Greta nodded again, only this time she understood much 

more. “You send them to me this evening. I live on Apple 

Lane in the little blue house. I’ll be sure they get a room and 

board before they set home.” 

Saul beamed, then reached out and impulsively hugged 

her. “Thank you!” 

She sniffed, smelling the musky man smell with a hint of 

salty air that seemed to follow him around. 

“Um.” She stiffened. “You’re welcome.” 

He let go and leaned back, his hand lingering on her arm. 

It was his turn to blush. I…I’ve got some things I need to do, 

but we’ll be by tonight.” 
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She nodded. 

They stood awkwardly, and she inwardly cursed. It was 

as if she was a young miss once again with an uncertain 

young man at her side.  

“I’ll just see you later then.” 

“Yes.” 

Their parting left her unsure if she should be grateful he 

was gone, or anticipatory of his return. 

George stood in his stall, staring at his faded sign that 

told nothing to anyone anymore. 

Greta smiled and went up to him. “Good afternoon.” 

He grunted. 

“Busy day?” 

He grunted again. 

She was just about to walk away when he mumbled, 

“Know it needs it, just…not prissy.” 

Greta nodded. 

He scowled and went to greet a customer. 

“Greta, how did Saul like your dress?” Juna smirked.  

Greta only shook her head. “I think he liked it well 

enough, but you’d do good to remember that he’s looking 

for a wife elsewhere.” 

Juna ignored the lecture. “I have some new cloth that 

would look ravishing on you.” 

Greta snorted. “I have never, even on my best day, 

looked ravishing.” 

The dresser didn’t hear her; she’d gone to get the cloth. 

Greta picked up her sign and her stool just as Juna came 

back with a bolt of bright crimson cloth. 

“Juna, NO.” Greta’s gasp of horror made Juna giggle.  

“Greta, YES. Trust me, this crimson has just a hint of 

yellow in it, it’s perfect, almost more of a scarlet.” 
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“Scarlet?!” Greta gasped in horror. 

“Yes.” Juna turned to her with a critical eye and held it 

up. “Yes, perfect, I knew it! I’ll send some over to Jessica 

tonight.” 

“Juna, I said no. What on earth would a woman like me 

do wearing red, no SCARLET?!” 

Juna shook her head seriously. “If you want the captain 

to notice you, not as a matchmaker, but as a woman who 

might just be his own perfect match, well, then this is the 

color.” 

Greta’s jaw dropped. “I’m not, he’s not…that is…” She 

leaned against Juna’s stall. “I’m finding him a wife, Juna, 

and it’s not going to be me.” 

Juna nodded. “Alright, you’re finding him a wife and it’s 

not you. But then you’ll still look ravishing.” 

Greta pinched her lips. 

“Greta.” Juna leaned in. “Trust me.” Packing it up, she 

sent it with an errand boy to Jessica’s stall. “There. Too late.” 

“Then I have a proposition for you.” 

“Oh yes?” Juna smiled. 

“We’re going to paint George’s sign tonight.” 

Juna’s smile split. “Excellent. I’ll get some of that paint, 

you know the kind that glitters?” 

Greta bit back her smile. “Now, Juna, he wouldn’t like 

that.” 

She gave a fake pout. “Alright, boring it is.” 

“Excellent. I’ll meet you here at nine.” 

Juna nodded and leaned in. “With the paint.” 

Greta resisted the urge to roll her eyes, then left. 

*** 

“Good evening.” Greta called out, and two young boys 

and Captain Saul spun around. 
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She avoided his look; now was not the time to get 

distracted. “I understand you two are looking for work?” 

They nodded. 

“This is David,” Saul pointed to a boy with dark brown 

hair and the biggest eyes she’d ever seen, “And this is Sean.” 

He pointed next to the bigger boy with lighter brown hair 

and a smattering of freckle across his nose. 

She bit back her sympathy and gave them a quelling look. 

“And are you hard workers?” 

“Yes ma’am.” That was David. Sean only nodded. 

Greta turned toward the house. “I need caretakers for my 

home.” 

David was nodding, but Sean frowned. “What’s this, 

charity then? Captain convince you we need it?” 

Greta raised her eyebrows and attempted to look her 

most formidable. It must have worked a little, David looked 

frightened to death. Sean stood there stalwartly. 

“I need my lawn and shrubberies taken care of, my shed 

painted, my windows cleaned, and any number of odd 

repair jobs done. Are you saying that’s charity?” 

“No, ma’am, we’d be happy for it.” David was nodding, 

and after a moment, Sean did too. 

“Fine. You’ll have the room upstairs, the one with the 

blue curtains. There’s two beds in there. You’ll have to get 

clean bedding for them. There’s a wash stand, make sure 

you use it, and I’ll see you at breakfast tomorrow, six am 

sharp.” 

“Yes ma’am.” David ran inside immediately. Sean stood a 

moment, then walked up to her. 

“You’re sure you need us?” He eyed her with sharply 

intelligent eyes. 
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Greta stared straight back, then said, “I understand that 

you need work. I’m too old to be doing this work, and I’ve 

got my stall I need to tend. If you don’t do it, I’ll have to 

have someone else do it.” 

It was the truth, and if she’d left out that she’d sent a note 

round to Danny to let him know not to come for a while, 

well, Sean didn’t need to know that. 

Sean nodded and followed David in after. 

“Greta, you’ve a wonderful heart.” Saul stared at her, 

slowly bringing his hand up into a salute. “I’ll see you 

tomorrow, Madam Matchmaker.” 

She stood outside a moment to let her heartbeat slow. 

Tomorrow, she thought. She blushed, I guess it was a good thing 

I’ll have a new dress. 
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Greta tried on her scarlet dress with only a little 

prompting. The flowing skirt and gold threads shooting 

through the bodice convinced her to keep it on.  

“What is this?” George was staring up at his sign that 

was now sporting a new and only slightly damp sign that 

proudly displayed his prices. It swung gently on its hooks, a 

telltale sign that Juna had only replaced it only moments 

before he’d arrived. 

Greta came over, carefully lifting her skirt so it didn’t get 

dirty. “Didn’t Juna do a lovely job?” 

“Said no,” George huffed. 

“George, she used black and white paint only, and she 

did it because she cares.” She paused, letting that sink in. 

He glanced over at Juna, who was wearing the butter 

yellow fabric with red flowers. Greta had guilted her into it, 

and as a result, a number of Butcher Tom’s boys seemed to 

be gravitating toward her stall. She’d have to apologize later. 

But for now… 

“Don’t you think she looks so pretty today? Such a good 

color for her.” 

George grunted, then pulled his eyes away from Juna. 

“Gotta work.” 

Satisfied, Greta went back to her stool. A little girl came 

and said a little boy had declared them married in school 

today, and did she have to agree to that? Greta reassured her 

that one did not get married when they were only 7, and she 

could snub her nose at him all she wanted. The girl walked 

away satisfied. 

Sidling over to Juna’s stall, Greta remarked, “George 

liked his sign.” 

Juna smiled and handed change to a customer. “Of 

course he did, I do excellent work.” 
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Greta paused a moment then added, “He also mentioned 

you looked beautiful.” 

Juna dropped a coin, then fumbled around on the ground 

for it. Putting them in her coin box, she turned to face Greta. 

“What?” 

Greta looked innocent. “He thinks you’re beautiful, 

Juna.” She turned away. 

“Wait.” Juna twisted her skirt. “He said that? Or grunted 

it.” 

Greta couldn’t help it, she smiled. “Why don’t you ask 

him?” 

“Ooo, Greta, you are a meddling, manipulative – “ 

“Madam Matchmaker!” 

It was Greta’s turn to blush.  

“It’s your turn.” Juna poked her.  

“Greta, you look incredible!” 

“I…thank you, Captain.” 

There was a pause. 

“Would you care for some lunch? I came earlier so you 

won’t have eaten already.” 

Greta gasped. “How did you know?” 

He grinned. Widely. “Because you, Madam Matchmaker, 

are the sort of woman to have a good appetite, but you had 

nothing of the kind yesterday.” 

Lunch was very similar, with marinated steak pockets 

and a convenient bench. She learned he liked a good book, 

but only at night before bed, because it made him fall asleep. 

He learned she grew up having her father read aloud in the 

evenings, but she wasn’t much for sitting and reading on her 

own. 

She learned he snored, he learned she didn’t. 
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She learned he planned to never have fish again, he 

learned she particularly loved fish. 

She learned he wanted to do some traveling on land, he 

learned she’d always wanted to do the same. 

“And David and Sean are…working out?” 

“Oh yes. I am a mean old woman around them, and 

that’s how they know it’s not charity.” 

He laughed. “And George and Juna? Do I get to do my 

part today?” 

“Oh yes, when we return I think would be best.” 

He nodded, then stood up, holding out his hand. “Come 

along then, Greta. We’ve got people to match up.” 

She laughed, and took his hand. He held it close a 

moment, then his wrinkles by his eyes folded up. 

“You really do look beautiful, Greta.” 

Her breath left her, but he didn’t seem to notice, instead 

offering his arm and leading her back to her stool and a line 

of customers. 

It was an exasperating afternoon, for she had an 

overabundance of customers, and couldn’t overhear Saul’s 

conversation with George. He didn’t even come by to tell 

her how it had gone, instead leaving with a, “See you 

tomorrow, Madam Matchmaker!” and a wink. A wink! 

Juna came over. “Did he like your dress?” 

Greta considered lying, but it was no use, Juna would 

never believe her. “Yes, he,” She cleared her throat, “Yes.” 

“Excellent. Let’s do it again tomorrow.” 

“What? No.” Greta shook her head. “I’m done with new 

dresses, Juna.” 

“What if this one is a dark purple?” Juna pleaded, and 

Greta considered.  
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“I’ll tell you what, you show me the purple, and I will 

consider it, if you tell me how things went with George.” 

“How do you know I talked with him at all? The man is 

insufferable.” But Juna was blushing, and Greta knew she’d 

won. 

“I’m a matchmaker, Juna. This is how I’ve earned my 

income for the past thirty years, so yes, I know a little 

something about interactions between men and women.” 

“Except that you seem to be missing how interested the 

Captain is in you.” 

Greta scowled. “Perhaps, but I cannot marry, and that’s 

neither here nor there. So. Spill.” 

“I…I asked what he thought of the sign, and he, well, he 

said he liked it.” 

Greta probed. “He said that, or he grunted?” 

Juna bit back a smile. “Well, he grunted, but…I knew 

that’s what he meant.” 

“And…?” 

Juna turned pink. “He likes my dress.” 

“Does he now?” 

“Yes. It sort of stumbled out of his mouth, but…yes.” 

Greta looked smug. “I have a theory, Juna, that the man 

thinks you are the most marvelous woman he’s ever 

encountered. But his speech impediment stops him from 

doing anything about it.” 

Juna frowned. “No, I’m sure, well.” 

Greta nodded. “You don’t have to do anything about it. 

But you could just see.” 

She bit her lip, and Greta knew victory. 

Juna grabbed a piece of Greta’s dress. “It’s your turn. 

Wait right there, I’ll bring it out.” 
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Greta’s smile fell. It really was no use wearing pretty 

things, even if he did notice. She couldn’t marry, and –  

“See?” Juna held up the dark reddish purple. It seemed to 

shimmer in the fading light, and Greta sighed. 

“Yes, yes I would love a dress in that. BUT.” This stopped 

Juna. “That is IT. I don’t need another.” 

Juna nodded. “Alright. But you see, I had to insist, 

because this one, it feels lovely. It’s called velvet.” 

Greta oooed and awed – it was beautiful, and Juna was 

right, it felt amazing. She gave a sad little smile. She had 

been truthful about never marrying; the captain would find 

someone else and she would look beautiful for no one. She 

considered how depressing that sounded, and sat up 

straighter. No. She would look beautiful for herself.  

And that would be enough. 
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“The first woman will be along shortly. “ Greta stabbed 

her knitting needle in and looped the thread, her eyes firmly 

on her work. 

“Thank you, Greta.” 

She nodded, refusing to meet his light eyes and happy 

smile that were sure to distract her from the goal. 

Nevermind how his eyes lit up when they saw her in the 

purple dress. Nevermind how he’d blushed when he saw 

the dress was cut shorter to show her calves. Her calves! He 

had stammered for a good two minutes. She would kill 

Jessica later. Maybe. 

“Greta, erm, are you, that is – “ 

 “Greta! There you are, aren’t you usually by Benson?” 

Everyone looked at Marsha, a petite woman with light 

brown hair and a figure unblemished by children. 

“No, Marsha. I’ve been between George and Juna for as 

long as you can remember.” It was a cutting remark, for 

Marsha was only forty, at least ten years younger than the 

sailor. But Greta was sure Saul would like how young and 

fresh she looked, and Marsha in turn would enjoy being 

married. 

Greta waved a hand toward Saul. “This is Captain Saul.” 

She waved another hand toward Marsha. “This is Marsha.” 

Setting down her knitting, she motioned them together. 

“You can talk for a minute if you’d like. I need to get a 

good look at the pair of you.” 

Marsha blushed, and Saul gamely turned toward her.  

“Marsha, how lovely you are. Tell me about yourself.” 

Marsha proceeded to tell him the very boring story of her 

life, which was all of two sentences, and went something 

like this: 
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“I was born and raised in Senchion. I work in a bakery, 

because I always know when the oven is the right 

temperature.” 

Meanwhile, Greta considered the pair. They were prettily 

matched, for despite his weather-worn appearance, he was a 

fine looking man. And Marsha, well, if they married right 

away, she might possibly, no guarantee of course, be able to 

have a child.  

Greta shook her head. It was no use trying to solve 

everyone’s problems with her own ideas. It was always 

better to let her knack do its work. 

She emptied her mind and stared at the pair until 

somehow she just knew the answer. Giving a little sigh, she 

nodded to Saul and the question on his face. 

“Marsha, dear, there are other…erm, young women 

coming to meet Saul. I’ll let you know for sure by 

tomorrow.” 

Marsha gave a sweet smile to Saul. “I look forward to it.” 

He smiled like an overeager puppy, then turned to Greta. 

“Well?” 

Greta, who hardly ever bothered to explain anything to 

anyone, decided Saul needed an explanation after all. 

“My knack only works one way. You see,” She adjusted 

her feet on the stool. “I can tell if your marriage could work, 

but not if it will.” 

His forehead wrinkled. “I’m not sure I understand.” 

Greta nodded. “Very well, I’ll spell it out for you. You 

could marry Marsha, and it could work. But, it’s no 

guarantee. Marriage takes work, and from both parties.” 

“I see.” His face was thoughtful. “So your knack, it works 

best when both parties work at the marriage.” 
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“It seems simple enough. Indeed, I’ve wondered if it’s 

really a gift at all. But then, I have met couples that I knew 

for sure would fail, so I suppose it’s something. And,” she 

hesitated. “I can tell how well it will work.” 

“What, as in, this marriage will be the stuff of legends, 

while this one will work out just averagely?” 

Greta laughed. “Yes, I suppose that’s one way to put it.” 

“So Marsha…” 

“A nice reasonable marriage, assuming both parties work 

at it, no stuff of legends though.” 

He considered her intently. “I like legends.” 

“I thought you might like some of my fruit salad.” 

The pair looked over to see Juna blushing and handing a 

container of her fruit salad to George. He stared at it a 

moment, then nodded his head. 

“I…I really like how your stool turned out.” She nodded 

toward the one behind him. “The one for Jessica? It’s a 

pretty red. I think she’ll like it too.” 

George nodded again, and then after an awkward 

moment, said, “Look nice too.” 

Juna was wearing a blue dress with forget-me-nots 

embroidered around the collar, an unheard of improvement 

in her daily appearance. Her eyes now looked a vivid blue-

green; George looked enchanted. 

Juna beamed. “Thank you, George. Well. I’ll just see you 

later then.” She danced across Greta’s space in her pretty 

dress, distracting the entirety of Butcher Tom’s progeny, but 

completely oblivious. 

Greta and Saul exchanged a look, then quietly high-fived. 

Saul grabbed her hand back; she looked up at him, 

confused. 

“Greta, I had wanted to say, well, you, you are – “ 
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Greta deemed it appropriate to interrupt. “Captain, I 

believe that Lila should be here soon. She’s an excellent 

candidate, the first one I thought of actually, and a widow, 

so she’s been married before, but her children are grown and 

she’s a wonderful cook, you’d like her roast, I think.” 

She was rambling, and she wasn’t even entirely sure why. 

It was a huge relief when Lila appeared. A few others she’d 

invited came early, and the afternoon continued. The 

women were delighted with the eligible captain, and; Greta 

bit her lip, he seemed equally so.  

Lila was closer in age, although her tongue was sharp. 

Saul had laughed at her comments and declared her a fine 

woman. Sarah was sweet and the kindest soul Greta knew; 

only a few comments from Saul had her blushing furiously. 

When the last had left, the captain turned to eye her. 

“Well, what did you think?” 

Greta turned back to her knitting and pretended a 

nonchalance. “They would all work, any of them.” 

“Are you so good then at your work, Madam 

Matchmaker?” 

She hesitated. “Lila would work best of them. No 

legends, but better than most. I think it might be you. After 

all, you are always smiling, and you seem genuinely good-

natured.” 

“You forgot how handsome I am.” He stood straighter 

and preened.  

Greta laughed, her knitting forgotten for a moment. “Oh, 

of course.” 

“It seems I’ve got some thinking to do.” He scratched his 

chin. “Well, no to Brittany. The girl might be my daughter, 

she’s so young.” 
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Greta nodded. “I know you said someone older, but I put 

her in because she’s a fine young woman. And in fact, she is 

thirty two.” 

He was silent, and she wondered who he favored. 

“Greta, you must come to lunch with me again. I need 

you to help me sort things out.” 

Her heart leapt and fell; she should say no, but she 

desperately wanted to say yes. 

“Oh come on, you mustn’t waste that beautiful dress. 

What do you say to Paul’s shredded pork?” 

Greta gave a little sigh, then set down her knitting. “Very 

well.” She took his arm, and together they went to lunch. 

*** 

“Greta, how did you never marry?” 

She coughed, and he clapped her on the back. 

His apology stumbled out. “Beg pardon, only, well, have 

you looked in a mirror?” 

Greta laughed and tried to make light. “Yes, Captain, and 

you know what I see? An opinionated grumpy old woman.”  

 Saul shook his head. “No, no, a lovely woman with 

intelligent eyes. You should look harder.” 

She shrugged and flipped the attention to him. “You’re 

one to talk, you’ve never married either.” 

“That’s true, but I always wanted to.” 

“So did I.” Was her whisper. 

The captain looked at her closely. “And…was there ever 

someone?” 

Greta wiped away crumbs from her beautiful skirt. “Yes.” 

“If you don’t mind, I should like to hear your story.” 

“Well.” After all, she thought, he had told her much of his 

life, and they had shared so much of their lives by now. She 
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gave into the pull she felt with him, and with a little sigh, 

said, “Alright.” 

She looked into the distance where rows of stalls had 

smudged into hazy tan colored lines, and remembered. 

“There was a man named Jeremy. He was tall and 

friendly, and we got along well.” 

“Was he very good looking?” Captain Saul seemed 

concerned, and for the first time that day, her heart 

lightened. 

“Yes. He was. Lots of other girls were in love with him, 

but for some reason he picked me.” She remembered little 

details in her telling; the way his hand felt when he held 

hers, the way his eyes sparkled when he spoke of the future. 

“I have always been more…realistic. Sober, some say. We 

were really very good for each other.” Greta was silent a 

moment, remembering how it had all come to an end very 

very quickly. “One day he said, ‘We should get married, 

Greta.’ I remember I slipped my hand into his and said, 

‘Jeremy, I think we will suit very well.’” 

Greta bit her lip. “Thirty years ago and I still remember 

him looking astonished. He released my hand and said, ‘I 

meant we should get married because we’re old enough, but 

not to each other, silly.’” 

Saul sucked in a breath. “Oh.” 

She nodded. “I was so embarrassed. I was young, so 

sure…I even told him that my knack knew we would be 

good together, that he was wrong. But it didn’t matter, 

because it turned out he was really in love with Desiree. 

That’s Brittany’s mother, actually.” She laughed. “He liked 

her because she was beautiful, and they’d had a secret 

relationship because he was wealthy and she was not.” 

The captain shook his head. “What an idiot.” 
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Greta smiled. “Yes, he really was. I remember how he 

thought everything would stay the same. He even brought 

Desiree with him one day to have me work my knack on 

them. I said, ‘What use do you have for me if you’ve already 

decided?’ But he insisted, even paying me for my consult. It 

felt a little like a slap in the face.” 

“Oh please tell me they didn’t work at all.” 

She scowled. “No, I told them the truth. That they were 

well matched, but if they didn’t work at their marriage, it 

would eventually fade.” 

She put the last bite of pork into her mouth and chewed. 

The captain held up his hands. 

“Greta, you have to tell me how it ends!” 

She swallowed. “They are Lord and Lady Gramercy.” 

“Oh! They own several ships, in fact, they own the 

Lorelai.” He thought about that a moment, then faced her, 

his eyes searching. “Do you regret him?” 

Greta gave an awkward laugh. “No, no. I was never 

really in love with him, more the idea of marriage, I 

suppose. And I was right. You see, Lord Gramercy grew into 

a fine man. He had a number of experiences that helped him 

toward that direction. His wife, however, remains shallow 

and self-centered. Because of their differences, they now 

have only a façade of a marriage.” She shrugged. “It’s very 

sad.” 

The Captain shuffled his feet against the dirt. “I’m not 

opposed to working on a marriage.” 

He looked so worried, that Greta put her hand on his 

arm. “Of course not.” 

“But…I should like it to be worth it.” He glanced at her 

hand, which she withdrew. “I suppose that sounds selfish.” 
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“No”, she said, looking away, “It sounds realistic. If 

you’re going to work hard for something, the reward should 

be worth the effort.” 

“Exactly.” He stumbled through his words. “Do you 

think, well, who do you think might be the best match for 

me?” 

“Oh,” she kept her gaze averted, “I can’t make that 

decision. Only you can, Saul. I’ve already told you what I 

think. If it’s not enough, I can come up with another batch 

for you to meet.” 

He gave a loud belly laugh, catching the attention of the 

nearby market and forcing Greta to look over at him. “You 

make it sound as if you’ve got a batch of rolls and when I’ve 

looked over the first pan, I can glance at the second to see 

which one I want.” 

She laughed.  

“Come, the sun tells me we’ve been here a while and I’ve 

got to check at the docks. The boy’s boat might’ve made 

berth.” He stood, offering her his arm. 

“Oh that would be good for them.” Greta took his arm 

casually, like an afterthought. Her heart raced and she 

attempted to continue her thought. “I heard Sean sniffing 

last night. He doesn’t know I know it’s him, but it was. He 

had red eyes this morning. I can’t think what they were 

thinking going to sea that young.” 

The captain squeezed her arm. “We’ll get them home, 

Madam Matchmaker, don’t you worry.” 

Greta sat back on her stool, carefully pulling her knitting 

into her lap once more. She wished that silly little walk had 

taken longer. 

“Good day, then, Captain. I’ll see you tomorrow.”  

He smiled at her a moment, then looked over at Juna. 
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“Juna, you’re looking beautiful today.” The captain gave 

her a little bow. “Sure there is some young man wanting to 

take you out for a nice dinner tonight. What do you say 

George?” He winked at Greta and was gone before anyone 

could respond. 
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“I’ve been thinking.” 

Greta looked up from her knitting, and there stood Saul. 

His legs were apart, as they always were, carefully keeping 

balance on his ship, or at least his memories were. He 

grabbed his beard, or what had started of one. She smiled; it 

was good to see him growing it back. 

“Have you?” She teased, just a little, not too much, for he 

was about to tell her who his wife would be. 

“I’d like to know how you and I would fare, Greta. If we 

married.” 

“You…what?” Greta dropped her knitting, and let it be. 

Never had she heard such an idea from such a man. 

He blushed, and his quick smile appeared. “Of all the 

women I’ve met, it’s you I keep thinking about and 

wondering if you’ll do for me.” 

“Do for you?” Her fingers fluttered, catching her skirt. 

“That is,” His smile faltered, “I meant, as a match, or 

rather, me for you, or, oh drat it, Greta, would you check?” 

She looked into his serious eyes surrounded by webs of 

wrinkles and gave a sigh. Not a girlish sigh, or a sad sigh, 

more of a wish-it-might-have-been sigh. Slowly she picked 

up her knitting, resat on her stool, and pretended to start up 

again. Her fingers wouldn’t be obedient, and kept dropping 

a stitch, but at least it meant she didn’t have to look at him 

when she explained. 

“I think we wouldn’t do well at all, Captain. After all, I’m 

a prickly old thing, and you’re forever smiling. At cats, 

even.” She tied off her yarn, then snipped off the end. 

“Greta, is that a scarf?” 

She nodded, ignoring the horrible gaping holes in the last 

row. “I’ve got a pair of them for the boys. Did you find out 

about the ship?” 
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He was silent so long that she finally looked up. He was 

staring at her with plenty of warmth, and something else. 

She blushed. 

“Greta, you’re beautiful, you know.” 

She scowled; apparently changing the subject hadn’t 

worked. 

“Especially when you scowl at me, and yes, even when 

you wear your drabby old dresses.” 

She frowned and hid away a blush. It was true she’d 

worn something unappealing on purpose. “Captain, I – “ 

“Tell you what, you let me know how we’d work out, use 

your knack on us, and I’ll tell you what I know about the 

boy’s ship.” 

Greta raised her eyebrows. “That only tells me that you 

have news, and that it’s good, which means their ship is in.” 

He tilted his head and grinned. “See? I don’t even need 

your knack, we get on like a house on fire.” 

Her heart skipped a beat. “Saul…” 

“You know what I mean.” He continued to smile. “I think 

your efforts to put me off have convinced me. I should like 

very much to marry you, Greta. Or don’t you feel the same?” 

His worried look made her respond. 

“I can’t deny that I find you…well,” She plunged ahead, 

her blush burning brighter with each spoken word. “Exactly 

what I would have ever wanted in a husband, but Saul, I 

can’t – “ 

“Oh, I knew it! Then you do think we would be right for 

each other, don’t you? Legendary, right? No, don’t tell me, 

some things I think I know for myself.” He continued, “How 

about tomorrow?” 

“Tomorr – Saul, I can’t, we shouldn’t – “ 
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Captain Saul, who was, after all, a captain, and used to 

being a take-charge sort of fellow, picked up his future wife 

and kissed her soundly.  

It didn’t take her long to agree, and Captain Saul went 

away whistling. 

“Juna. Juna?” Greta shook the cobwebs out of her head. 

“Did that really happen?” 

“Greta, we saw. Isn’t it wonderful!”  

Greta only barely registered Juna and George’s clasped 

hands. “It’s just…and tomorrow!” 

Juna laughed. “I’ve just the thing for a bride.” 

“Oh! Juna.” Greta could only stare in shock until she 

came over with a beautiful bolt of ivory satin. 

“There’s lace to match.” 

“Oh! I suppose, yes, well.”  

Greta closed up early, and walked home slowly. She 

thought of how wonderful her future was about to be. How 

they would read together in front of a fire. How she would 

have many more kisses just like the one she’d had. How she 

wouldn’t need to be alone anymore. Happiness swelled in 

her, and her heart soared at the prospect of having so much. 

And then she remembered why she couldn’t marry. 

Her feet dragged across the threshold; she barely 

managed to give the boys hugs and their scarves before 

sending them to their captain and then home.  

When a package arrived from Jessica, she was polite, 

paying for it and then immediately shoving it into the 

bottom drawer of the guest bedroom. She’d find someone 

who needed it. Maybe Lila, she thought, glumly. 

*** 

A knock on her door the next day didn’t wake her. Greta 

had managed to stare into the darkness for most of the night, 
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tossing and turning for the rest of it. It was no use, there was 

no way she could marry Captain Saul. 

He opened the door and called out. “Hello? Greta? I hope 

you knew I meant first thing. The pastor was a little grumpy 

about it, but I thought the sunrise might be perfect. Greta?” 

Slowly she rose from bed, put her wrapper on, then came 

out. 

“Hello, Captain.” 

“Greta, what is it? What’s wrong?” He pulled her into a 

hug, and for just a moment, she relaxed into his strong arms 

and salty smell. 

She pulled away, then sat on a kitchen chair. 

“Sit down, Saul. We need to talk.” 

His face took on a stern look. She wondered if it was one 

he used to discipline his crew, for she’d never seen it even 

once. 

Looking firmly at her wood floor, she clearly stated, “I 

can’t marry you.” 

She waited for protests, but he was silent, waiting. 

“I…cannot use my knack on myself.” 

His look cleared, and he reached out for her hand. “That’s 

it?” 

Confused, she nodded. “Well. Yes. Don’t you see? I lied. 

When I told Jeremy, I can’t do that. My knack is useless for 

myself. We…could fail. We could easily regret this, and it 

would be my fault because I can’t tell – “ 

“Greta, I don’t care.” 

She looked up, shocked. “What?” 

He shook his head, his smile returning. “You remember 

our conversation? You said that your knack seems to 

cheapen it, and that most people do what they want 

anyway.” 
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“Well, yes, but you – you…” 

He pulled her out of her chair and onto his lap, his faded 

blue eyes twinkling at her. “Greta, I came to you because I 

wanted a wife. But I stayed, and continued to come back, 

because I wanted you.” 

“Me?” She whispered, unsure. “I’m old.” 

He shrugged and pulled her in tighter. “Only forty eight. 

I’m fifty three.” 

“I’m grumpy.” 

His hand reached up to tuck her hair behind her ear. 

“You’re wonderful. And I’m in love with you.” 

She met his look, only inches away. He took the 

opportunity to kiss her. 

When they separated she had to ask one more time. “Are 

you sure?” 

“My love, let’s get married, and I’ll show you.” 


